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Greetings from the Edge o f Ridicule
Greetings from the  ed g e  of ridicule!
1 salute you, you who are always su re  
of your footing and  your words, how in hell 
do you do it? And I salu te  the  rest of you, 
you s tu tterers , you twisted by d isease  
or doubt, pushing a g r im ace  down th e  stree t 
as  if the  very air were painful. 1 have been  both 
and  often slip back  into a variety of faces.
W hat 1 like best is balancing with my eyes 
closed, fully aware tha t  1 exist only 
b ecau se  of whatever iove I have s tum bled  on 
and  if it s to p p ed  sudden ly  1 would be  out 
like a light. If I tell you  I have big feelings 
it is just so tha t  you can m a k e  fun of m e, 
not from pride: the  truth, God help m e, keep s  
changing its mind, but it is always th e  sa m e  
mind. S o m e tim e s  1 love this world so m uch  
1 b e c o m e  everything 1 see! Walking 
a steel fence  in the  middle of the  city, 
in the  middle of a clear day, my th ree  w om en  
in my arms, my hair graying and  the  sharp  
fea tures  of youth  gone, I ge t the  s t ranges t  looks.
Jeffrey Skinner
